= ed It 
CIT 
> A 
A ae 
AN 
M 
SNJ 
P 
NS) x 
N 
N 
VAY 


O 
— SEN 
ad B 
| E 
— Y, 
— —/ / 
ap) 
A /( 


j 
} EN 
/ \ | 
I 
= m~ 
/ 
WA / 
VA ; 
\ / 
^ \ 
< Tea 
> 
Ex 
\ 
AY 


Published by HORACE 


ln peris lo — CR 


W ho ha wit care for Tor mothe er nol 
NA nm d 


a 


WATERS 481 Broad? 


GONE OO RII y, 
pIT? 73 
oy st 


ASS 
vr j 
1 


- pt c — 


CHRIST WILL CARE FOR MOTHER NOW 


Answer to 


“WHO WILL CARE. FOR MOTHER NOW ?" 


Words by W. H. R. Arr. by Mrs. PARKHURST Music by dJ. F. W. 
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. Death has crept up - on your path-way, Hope of life has almost gone, 
Do not grieve for her my broth-er, Tho the ties that bind are sweet, 
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my comrade in your anguish,Theres a Friend ex-celld by none. 
Look to Je - sus He has promised, That in Heavn we all may meet. 


AN 


He that is the God of bat-tle, Looks upon your anx-ious brow, 
For «your Country's weal you've bat-tled, To your friends you eer were dear, 
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He will com -fort her in sor - row, He will care for moth-er now. 
Wars Jierce din has ragd a - round you Neer grim death to make you Jear. 


Let this cheer you while you're dying. 
That you've done your duty here, 
Christ has promised to, reward you, 
And youll meet your mother there. 
Good bye! Comrade, God be with you, 
We must leave you: so farewell, 
And in Heaven well hope a meeting, 
Ne'er to hear a parting knell. 

Chorus. Soon with angels, &c, 

4. 

Ah! his pulse has ceased its beating, 
Soon the spark of life has fled, 
Nineteen years of earthly trials, 
Now one of the soldier dead, 
Rest from, «ares of home or battle, 
Mother, Sister, Country, Friend, 
Till our Jast our heavenly greeting. 
Where before Gods "Throne well bend. 


Chorus. Soon with angels, $e. 


CHORUS. 


Soprano, 
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b: Free from care and toil and dan-ger, Christ will care for moth-er now. 
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